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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE. 


” THE work, whoſe beauties are at- 
: tempted to be rendered in the following 
; 1— was firſt publiſhed in France, 
} about five years ago; the general admi- 
ration it excited, and the rapidity with 
4 | „lich it paſſed through ſeveral editions, 
confirmed the tranſlator in the high opi- 
nion he entertained of it, and induced 
dim to think he ſhould do no unaccept- 
> able ſervice to his countrymen, in giving 
it an Engliſh dreſs. A work profeſſedly 
B formed 
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formed on the claffic model, in which I. 
the bold, yet chaſte beauties of the an- 


cients, arc ſuccet fully copied, and their n 
maner happily caught, feems imitled to IN * 
a favourable recepnon in a country Þ 1 
where Greek and Roman literature is X 
moſt admired, becauſe beſt underſtood. P 

The Hymn to the Sun was firſt given 


wo the public as the tranſlation of a ma- 
nuſcript laid to have been found in one Mt © 
of the iſlands of the Archipelago, fome 
months before the diſcovery of Homer's | 
tomb. Some circumſtances were ad- pl 
ded to give an air of credibility to the 
Rory, as that the author whoever he was, 
mult have been a native, or at leaſt an 
inhabitant of Athens, becauſe (obſerves 
the account prefixed to the firſt edition) 
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in one of the notes annexed to his per- 
formance, he mentions the delightful 
walks on the banks of the Iliſſus, and 
the large plane-tree at a ſmall diſtance 
1 | from that river, under whoſe ſhade the 
| pocts and philoſophers aſſembled to con- 
S verſe. Theſe pious frands of literature 
0 often praftiſed, no longer deceive 
us: the author of the Hymn declares, 
| he never wiſhed that his fiction ſhould 
have any ſuch effect, but that he em- 
ployed it from a pardonable miſtruſt of 
his abilities, thinking his work ſuffici- 


ently weak in its own imperfeQions, 
without the unneceſſary diſadvantage of 
a name little known in the literary world. 
However he was ſoon reduced to the 


neccſhty, either of declaring himſelf, or 
B 2 of 
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of appexring ungrateful for the recep- 
tion given to his performance by thoſe 
whoſe good opinions was a proof of its 
excellence, and the fecond edition was 
uſhered into the world with the author's 
name, the Abbe de Reytac. 

To dexermine whether the ſuſſtages of 
the French crinics were as juſtly merited 
as they were liberally beſtowed, we muſt 
confder the Hymn to the Sun under two 
points of view; as a deſcriptive porm, 
and as a compoktion in poetic proſe. 

Though deſcription, in its largeſt 
ſenſe, ſeems to embrace the whole pro- 
vince of poetry (for what is poetry but 
painting to the mind ? how do poetry 
and painting differ, except in the means 
they employ?) yet by defcriptive poe- 

try 
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Ferry is underſtood only that branch of the 
divine art, which has the beauties of in- 
Pee nature for the principal objeRt 
f its imitation, I fay priacipa! objeRt, 
life, though indiſpenſibly neceſ- 
2282858 
>ccupics but a ſubordinate place in it. 

In no ſpecies of poetry do we fee 
efforts made, or leſs ſucceſs ob- 
ained ; and yet there is not any per- 
more ſuſceptible of thoſe beauties 
dat pleaſe moſt and longeſt. The poet 
as the aimable Archbiſhop of Cambray 
) to ſooth mankind into a dream 
happineſs, retires along with them 
om crowded cities to peaceful ſolitude, 
ls off their attention from the crimes 
I miſeries of their own times, and 
brings 
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cence and happineſs ; he pictures to 
them, not the tumultuous pleaſures of 2 4 
court, nor the ſplendid witer ies of great. I, 
nek, but the innoxious enoyments of * 
paſtoral life—ſhepheres piping to their ÞÞ 
flocks, or dancing in the ſhade. J 
Dicom in tenero pramine pinguĩum 
Paſtorcs ovium carmina fiſtula, 
Deletamgue dcum cui nemus & nigri 
Colics Arcaciz placent. Hor. 
Repreſentations like theſe can never A, _. 
fail to pleaſe, kes by the poets negli-f | 
genen, or want of Kill; piftureſque} 
——_— Gs 
the fancy, while the tranquil pleaſures | * 
of rural manners melt the heart and open 
to 
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Fe it an inexhauſtible ſource of delici- 
us ſenſations. Although the happineſs 
hus pictured to us exiſts only in the 
zination of the poet, we ſtrive to 
get that it is but a dream. It even 
fumes a fort of reality from our 
wishes to find it true; we adopt will- 
$ ingly all the ſuggeſtions of ſo pleaſing 
Zan illufion ; we convey ourſelves in idea 
Fro the fide of ſome limpid fiream, ex- 
þ plore the thick foreſt, or traverſe the 
fertile vallies, the cultivated plains. 
rhus the heart, inſtinctively kept in 
1 7 continual purſuit of happineſs, catches 
] at its very ſhadow; thus the dreams of 
Fancy, the ſalutary impoſitions of inge- 
T yviry make us, in the contemplation of 
imaginary happineſs, forget the cares 


and 
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and anxieties *tached to our own ſtate, . 
The Hymn to the Sun may in ſome | 
degree claim the merit of novelty ; for 
thong rhe ſutyect mattet of it has been 
een worked upon before, it has never 
been preſemed in any ſimilar form; and 
though ancient and modern poetry is full 
of the father of the day, his praiſes are 
confined to a certain number of detached 
pallages, and there is in no language (as 
far as the author's knowledge extends) 
= poem of any length of which the Sun 

i as it were the hero. 


And yet it ſeems of all other fubjeQts i, 


the firreft for a deſcriptive poem in which | 
the greateſt degree of pefection attain- 
able in that kind of writing ſhould be 

aimed 
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med at. It is a point of view which 
>mMn the univerſe, and the cen- 
er wherein the phyſical relations of all 
tion unite: there nothing is inviſi- 
ble, nothing irrelative; and the poet 
d takes bis fland there {if I may uſe the 
an) has the material, animal and 
ntclleQtual world lying open before 
him! All that is moſt ſublime in ſen- 
iment, moſt ſolemn in meditation, beau- 
Mul in imagery, various in deſcription, 
ſting in the revolutions of human 
or pleaſing in the repreſentation of 
manners; all in ſhort that can 
or call forth the ſpirit of poetry 
placed within his graſp, and the la- 
of ſelection is the only labour ne- 
. The heavenly bodies roll above 
head, earth and ſea are ſtretched out 

C be- 
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beneath His feet; the mountains that! 
Arend, the valkes du fink dowaz the 
plam decked with plenty, the deſen 
inhabized by famine z the howling foreſt, 
the jocund city ; the whirlwind that re- 
moves the os, the breeze before which 
the reed ref ics to bend; the ocean tha 
rnars, tac fream that murmurs ; the! 
feaſfors that Giſcrim:inare the face of na- 
ture, which, for ever various, is for! 
ever the fame; ail offer themfcive 
w his choice, all preſs for his ac- 
cc n. 

With materials fo rich, fo | 
and © various, it muſt be the arcift'sf 
fault if the pe be not worthy of thei. 
toe. By kerping his principal obje&] 
always in view, by confidering others 

1 8 
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reference and in ſubordination to 
by appreciating juſtly the importance 
t theſe ſecondary objects, and giving 
h of them that rank in his work 
Which, confidered with regard to the 
ects he wiſhes to produce, it holds 
nature, he will reconcile abundance 
ith order, and variety with clearneſs. 

If we did not bring theſe principles to 
r examination of the Abbe de Reyrac's 
ymn, we might collect them from it ; 
Ariſtotle from the practice of preced- 
ig poets, gave leſſons to future ones. 
n the Iliad every thing is done either 
Achilles, or through that hero, or for 
= im preſent (if ſo quaint an expreſſion 
Fay be pardoned) in his very abſence, 
ze wiſdom of Ulyſſes, the influence of 
C 2 Neſtor, 
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Neſtor, the emthority of Agamemnon, 
the uncouth velour of Ajax, the ardent 
nrepdity of Diomede, the amiable 
heroiſm of Hedtor, the perſons! charms 
ef Nirevs, all contribute to illuſtrare hi 
charafiter, in diſcriminating thoſe ot thei 
reſpective polliefiors, who, like rhe ſatel- 
ines of fome greater planet, reflect on 
What Achilles is in the Tliad, the Sun 
is in theHymn before us, the cr gie, mens, 
or end of every thing it contains. To 
prove that this is the cafe, would require 
only a light confideration of the conduct 
of the whole performance, a taſk how- 
ever not to be undertaken here ; as the 
reader would find our affitance in the 
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ſo injudicious an anticipation muſt take 
away greatly from the effect of the 
piece on peruſal. 

Burt the utmoſt perſection of deſign 18 
not ſu ꝙᷓ̃cient without an adequate degree 
cf excellence in the colezring. Now the 
colouring of poetry is ſtyle; it is chat 
which makes a picture of what was before 
an outline z which gives life, expreſſion, 


or reſemblance to every object ; energy, 
grace, or propriety to every thought: it 
is the mogician's rod that operates all the 
miracles of genius, and (to make uſe 
of Horace's words) 

- Modo me Thebis, modo ponit Athenis. 
The ſtyle of the Hymn to the Sun, 
various as its ſubject, aſſumes a different 
character, ſuited to every difference in 
the 
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the objeQts it pains. It is here bold, 
nervous, fublime ; there graceful, ele- 
gant, Hlaborate; in one inſtance rapid 
and vehement; in another, fimple and 
unadarned; but every where chaſte, cor- 
rect, and claflical. 

Befides the general merit of this poem 
vids to every reader, a claſſic eve will 
diſcover beauties of another order, and 
will with plcaſore ice ſome of the ſineſt 
paſſages of Greek and Roman literature 
admaably zmaated ; not in the manner 
& 2 fervite copyit, who burieſques the 
original he means to reprelem, but with 
the noble emulation of genius, which 
creares even while it copies, repays in 
the very act of borrowing, and is (to 
adopt a compariſon of Shakeſpear) 

Like 
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Like the ſweet ſouth, 
That breathes upon à bank of violets, 


Although the imitation is moſlly of that 
general kind which aims rather at catch- 
ing the whole ſpirit of a writer, than 
expreſſing particular beauties, yet the 
piece is full of paſſages in which the 
author may be ſeen maintaining no in- 
glorious ſtruggle with the matchleſs 
bards of antiquity, and, if not bearing 
away the palm, at leaſt, but little back - 
ward in the race. Of theſe it will be 
ſufficient to point out two; one the 
beautiful epiſode of Orpheus, and the 
other an imitation of one of the 
moſt truly ſublime paſſages in the 

Old 
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Oo Teltament®, dach in the fiſt 
Canto. 


Poetic proſe, fo much cultivated in 
France, and fo little known in England, 
ra ſoectes of writing intended to reconcile 
the diferenr advantages of poetry and 
proſe; to unite the freedom and vigour of 
the later, with the grace and harmony of 
the former, and thus make out of both 


* Prawn exxnix. ver. +. Whither ail 1 go from 
whey pretence * or whither hall 1 flee from thy prevence * 

s. end wp imo heaven, thou art there : if l 
makc wm bed 1 hell, behold thou art there. 

». It 1] we the wings of the mormiag and dwell in 
n rem part of the fon 

15. Ever there hail thy hand lead me, and thy right 
call hold mc. 

vn. if 1 ay, a the directs fall cover me; 
even the mght ſhall be hob! abour me. 

„ Yeu the darkneſs marc mor from thee, but the 
*r e Gaz , Une Garkmels and the light 


dow. alike w thee, 
ſomething 
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ſomething more perſect than either. 
Every writer of verſe muſt acknowledge, 
that his conceptions are narrowed, his 
thoughts mutilated, and his expreſſions 
fettered by the neceſũty of cramping his 
ſentences with particular meaſures, con- 
fining them withia a given ſpace, or 
cloling them with a certain ſound. How 
many are the orioſa epitheta introduced to 
ll up the chaſms of Greek and Latin 
verfification ! In the Gothick trammels 
of modern poetry, who, even of the 
greateſt maſters of metre, does not fre- 
quently ſacrifice reaſon to rhyme? En- 
glich blank verſe, though in appearance 
over we; leſs incumbered with ſlaviſh reſtrictions, 
far from being cafier than other kinds, is 
in reality more difficult, as the ſmall 
D number 
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number of thoſe who have ſucceeded in 
it fully evinces. 


irs garb, tod timid in irs lights, to reach 
the harmony, brilliancy, or noble daring 
of divine pocſy. But from a union of 
both, what might not be expected, # 
their offspring ſhould poſſeſs the beaut 


manly vigour and noble freedom of the 
father > That this ſhould have oc 
to the French cartier than to us, is 
= all furprifing ; * 


| * 


Orne et de te en 
rn qor bes anciens om Git en n. My a we 
prev dt river dame ie Pole able, commE be: 1 ret 

ailter 


Mere proſe, on the other hand, * 
irregular in its movement. too ſimple ini 


and graces of the mother, joined to the 
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is attended with peculiar difficulties, and 
becauſe its effet (at leaſt if an Engliſh 
ear may decide) is by no means adequate 
to the labour required. The alternate 
return of maſculine and feminine 
rhymes, the luxuriant ſuperabundance 
of ſome ſounds, and the extreme penury 
of others, the ſtubborn intractability of 
the mute ſyllabies demand a thouſand 
painful efforts of the wretched rhyme- 
ter, and produce nothing better, for 
the moſt part, than a cold, ſpiritleſs 
monotony. | 


ailleurs ; ct nous avons mime beaucoup de mots aux- 
gerks on ne peut timer. Aiakfi le poire cſt rarement le 
maltre de fes expreſſions. Poſe affirwer qu'il n' 
point de langue dans laquelle la verfification ait plus 


EGentraves. 
Vol. com. fur la Medic de Corneilie. 
D3 A kind 
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A kind of metrical proſe, compoſed 
of portic numbers, but not in a poetical 
arrangement, is no modern invention. 
It was the perfection of eloquence among 
the Greeks and Romans, invented by 
Thrafymachus*, improved by Iſocrates, 
and explained, defended, and extolled 
by Cicero, in his treatiſe De Oratore+. 


* Kam om Torrmtem mim mirantur, hoc in c 
Tore butbe forum, quo verbis folutis numercs 
ecqumen. Qram cnm videret, oratores cum tre- 
eat aut, pore autem cum volupate tum dicirur 
den. quits cum m ormtione vieremur, 
guem jucundnits caurk, tum mam OCTCUTTEIT? 
ct. 

bn went: guatom ox parte, verum. dici- 
wor. Nam nerinom c gere forentins verſatum 
Tecra, con cadur ct fed pronceps woemend: for 
v. 


+ Th. cap. 26, £2, . 4, 68, Pele. 
* The 
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The poetic proſe of the French, mo- 
jelled upon the oratio mmmereſa of the 
8, was firſt employed by Fenelon, 
his Telemachus, the ſtyle of which 
rms ſuch an epoch in the literary hiſ- 
of our neighbours, as Milton's in- 

Juftion of blank verſe does in ours. 
the numerous imitators of that great 
jan, not one has caught his manner ſo 

pily as the Abbe de Reyrac in the 
before us. The ſame exquiſite taſte, 
be ſame delicacy cf ſentiment and purity 
diction is obſervable in both: the har- 

ious flow of language, and peculiar 
rance of phraſe ſo much admired in 
excellent model, arc ſucceſsfully 
pted by the judicious imitator. If 
lc and the many other beautics with 
which 
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which the original abounds, are not to 10 
be found in the preſent tranſlation, the 
author of it bopes for indulgence frc 
the difficulty, and indeed novelty c. 
och an attempt in our language. 
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PLFENDID maſter-piece of the om- 
nipotent hand of the immortal gods: 
grand luminary, whom my raviſhed eyes 
behold, ſhining with ever-new luſtre. 
From the ſummit of this towering hill 
that rears to heaven its lofty head, glow- 
ing with thy ſparkling rays;—-O Sun ! 
at thy firſt aſpect, I hail thee with rap- 
ture, and conſecrate to thee this trifling 


bomage. 


MY Divine Apollo! thou remembreſt the 
day, when, under yon ſpreading beech, 
| 1 ſa 
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I ſacrificed to thee a white heifer, fu 
the golden harp, that tuneful and brig) 
harp, which I received at thy hand 
God of verſe, I then promiſed to com. 
pole a hymn to thy glory. Olympu 
and the waves of Styx bear me watnets 
I plamed two laurels near that ſteep roc 
which an unintermitting caſcade watt: 
with a ver food. I fofpended m 
author to the branches of that ancien 
nk, calling heaven to witnels, that 
would net tune it until the fortuna 
Gay, when I ould come to thy temp le 
folernnly to officr wp to thee the uibute 
of my verſe. 
Since that time, rwelve winters ! 
palſed away —the trees have been 
vimes crowned wath verdure and 
fruir 


„ a; 


fruits, and y*t this holy vow has not 
been accompliſhed. God of Delos, and 
you, who laviſhly beſtowed on me your 
immortal favours —Goddefſes of Heli- 
con, will you pardon me the neglect 
of my promiſe ? 

I have only celebrated the mad and 
noily feaſts of the Corybantes, maſters 
of Jupiter. I have deſcribed the petu- 
lant and frantic drunkenneſs of the 
prieſteiies of the conqueror of India— 
the turbulent bacchants, with hair di- 
mp fhevelied—eves ſparkling and wild 
idute foam iffuing from their glowing mouths 

— hol ling a thyrivs in hand—beating 


de earth with their feet tuſhing againſt 
ane another with violence running here 
and there, in the woogs, on the rocks, 

E and 
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and on the mountains, the cavities of 
and infpiricing their frantic revels by the 
noiſe of cymbals, and with hideous 
howlings. 

Orpheuz—ODO ſorrow ever recent! the 
fon of great Apollo, who, by the raviſh- 
ing accems of his lyre penetrated even 
to Tartares ho ſuſpended by his magic 
ſounds the rapid courſe of rivers—wholl 
moved the Hom and oaks of mount 
by the lok of Eurydice, becomes the 
victim of the jenlous hatred of theſe crut 
becchants. Irritared by his gloomy for 
growling, roll their fiery eyeballs, t 
ruſh upon him, tear aſondet his f Ut 
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limbs, and throw his bloody head into 
the affrighted Hebrus, It floats, alas! 
at the pleaſure of the angry waves—but 
the dying accents which fall from his 
tongue, are heard along the ſtream— 
and with his laſt brcath he cries—Eury- 
dice ah, my dear Eurydice! and the 
plaintive echos rep. a—Evurygice ! 

I have allo played c the flute of Pan, 
the dclights of the golden age—the 
lovely ſeaſon of flowers, and the charms 
of the ſpring—the unchangeable feliciiy 
of the peaceful hamiet the tr:-quil and 
innocent life the ſimple "1epherds, ſeat- 
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ed on the banks ut Pincur, cor gathering 
the humble violets on de happy borders 
of Arc auſe. | have »Ifo painted che ſea 
gods— I riton winding his crooked trum- 

E 2 pet 
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pet on the liquid plain, and ſporting 
with the Nereids on the ſtormy boſom 
of Ampharie. 

I too have frerched with a ruſtic 
pencil, the od companion of Bacchus, 
Sitenus, crowned with a garland of green 
wine-deaves, intctwoven with honey- 
fucklr, roſes and flowery myrite—dur- 
rounded by « playful throvg of ſauns and 
farvrs, lovers of the folitary woods, and 
the coolneſs of the humid grots and 
groves : at one time ſtretched on a bed 
of moſs, and verdant leaves, in the boſom 
of a tuſted grove, drinking from cups, 
embeilited with wy, a {parking and 
ddlicivus wine—afting it with volup- 
wwoulnels, and prefling cagerly his lips 
to collect the race and perfume of that 

heady 


liquor at another, muttering 
ith difficulty ſome amorous ſongs, and 
ancing with heavy and faultering ſtep, 
o the noiſe of the ſiſtrum and tabour, on 
de borders of the ſacred fountains of 
rcad:a, under the ſhade of its ancient 
oreſts, 

Impatient to form more noble ſtrains, 
nd more worthy of the powerful god 
bat inflamed my foul, I runed my harp 
more elevated muſic, and ſung with 
Ge, him whoſe nod ſhakes heaven and 
the great Jupiter, darting, with a 
hand, his thunder at the Titans, 
impious ſons of the earth, and cruſh- 
them beneath the weight of thoſe 
puntains they had fcoliſhly heaped on 
one 
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one another, to befiege, even on 
thronc, the father of men and. gods. 

I have ſung the triumph of the 
the death of the black Cyclops, fulm 
nated by Apollo a the caverns of tn 
the hervic vaiour of the fierce 
of Mars— e horrors of battle, and th 
laſting de on with which the jul 
gods »)wars per: i\mpious mortals, wh 
th irſt fo 8 . 

I have not forg-tten thee, valiat 
Ajax, not thee, indetatigabic Hercule 
who dia porge the world ef the 
bers and monſters that int. d it. 
have dcicribed thee, her ag n oY 
nervous arms, the giant Anteus en 
breaking the chain wi the bold , FF 

Japets 


ſapetus, faſtened by Mercury to the 
xcks of Caucaſus, and tearing him from 


the bloody talons of the cruel vulture 
that preyed on his bowels ;—there, by a 
of thy enormovs club, killing the 
| dragon that guarded the golden 
Nenn 

in a word, as great, as intrepid on 
» bf mount Etna, in the midſt of flames, as 

ea, conqueror of the ſeven dreadful 
heads of the Lernean Hydra, thou didſt 
inge thy arrows with its envenomed 
Noble enemy of Troy, thou 
> didſt ſhed ſuch bitter tears o'er the 
mb of Patroclus, I have ſung thy gal- 
exploits and fiery paſſions : - I have 
painted thee, driving thy fiery courſers, 
dovered with blood and foam, and drag- 


ing 
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ing rapidly round the walls of Ilic 
through thick clouds of duſt, the 
gled body of the unfortunate Hector. 
I have alſo deſcribed the gloomy e: 
pire of the dead, thoſe dark and afflicte 
regions, where, like the leaves that, 3 
the decline of fpring, fall in beaps fron 
the naked trees and fly in the air— 
pale ghofs, the plaintive ſhades do nn 
ceaſe to wander, without hope of paſſit 
the greeir Acheron. 

O der! QX raviſhing light ! theſe ka! 
leſs ghoſts will behold thee no more 
Enchanting {peQtacle of the heavens, | 
newborn beauties of nature, who dec 
the {pring, they will never contempia 
you, Nothing, alas nor heaven, a 
earth, exiſts for them. In vain the 


impbo 
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implore the clemency of the gods—the 
gods, now inſenſible, are deaf to their 
lamentable cries. They ſeek in vain to 
quit the ſhades : they find every where 
the river Styx which ſurrounds them 
nine times with its revengeful waters : 
—the mercileſs Cerberus preſents to 
them his three barking mouths, from 
| which torrents of fire and ſmoke con- 
tinually iſſue. Incxorable fate chains 
them in eternal night, with Tantalus 
and the miſerable Danaids, and drives 
dem to the bottom of Tartarus, where 
| Phlegeron increaſes every moment their 
deſpair and terror, by the profound bel- 
lowing of its dreadful waves. 

Now the hundred tongues of Fame 

zelound from pole to pole the melli- 
n E fuous 
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fivous accents of my lyre ;—the headlony 
courſe of ages will but increaſe the celc- 
brity of my name. I will not then alto- 
pires and magnificent palaces of kings, 
my fublime ſongs will live for ever= 
the delighted world repeats them, and 
admires their harmony and beauty. 
O my Genius ! if ever thou wert ani 
mated by = boly pbrenſy—if thou ven 
inflamed br a glowing enthuſiaſm, by 1 
divine intoxication ; if the ſupreme in- 
eelligence ever revealed to thee his mar. 
language z—follow boldly the way he 
by the tragic end of Phacton, who, from 
the 


d fee 


the ſource of light, fell into the waters 
of Eridanus. 
Fly to the regions of thunder ;—car- 
ed away by a noble love of glory, 
zunch into the flaming palace of Aurora; 
aiſe thyſelf on the rapid wings of bril- 
ant poeſy, above the genius of feeble 
xrtals, and paint in characters of fire 
he god of light. 
May the found of my voice rule to- 
r over the waves of the ocean, ſtruck 
Wh the trident of Neptune. O Nature! 
Penh! liften—don't interrupt my con- 
And you, woodland gods —be 
„ or rather accompany with your 
ing muſic the accents of my lyre, 
| fecond the harmony of my ſongs. 


$4 
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Great Jupirer ! who reigneſt o'er the 
douds, let thy thunder ceaſe to roar— 
it has fufficiemly rumbled in the air 
ſuficiemly aErighted the earth. Do ng 
farrow with thy burning thunder rh 
azare of that clear fy. And thou, g 
of the ſouth-wind and of forms, bre: 
not with thy deſtructive blaſt, the de 
cious calm that reigns through all natur 
Retpe& the preſence of the god that 
ſpares me; - Apollo torbids thee to 
terrupt with thy roaring the ſacred cia 
lations of my {uul. 

Suſtain rather, ye powerful gods!“ 
tain the ardour with which 1 burn—2 
impervcus phrenzy that raviſhes 
ſenſes—excite my audrorty—increalc! 
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My heart glows—my fight wanders— 
all my ſenſes ſhudder with horror. O 
ye gods! what power violently agitates 
me and ſhakes my whole frame? A 
vortex of fize and lightning raiſes me to 
heaven. Let all the world liſten to me. 
Dart thy flames at me, O god of day! 
ds thee 1 ſang. 

Dazzled by the ſplendour of his firſt 
rays, I contemplate him with ſubmiſſive 


reverence ; I admire him with religious 


dread :—that vaſt ocean of light frights 
my genius, and confounds already my 
fearful thoughts. 

O Sun! how dare I raiſe myſclf to- 
ward thee—how contemplate the reſpicn- 
dent fires of thy burning orb? I be- 


hold but thee alone in the world: thy 
ery 
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fiery looks inflame all nature, and fin 
u with life and magnificence ! tis the 
powerful heat that made the earth come 
forth from chaos : its extremities do not 
bound thy courte ; it is not ſufficiently 
extenſive for thy rays. 

Though I mould crofs the Atlantic 
with the rapidity of the bird of Jupiter: 
—though more ſwift than the north- 
wind, I ſhovld tranſport my ſelt from the 
doudy top of mount Athos—ro the re- 
more climes, where the angry Tigris 
rolls im. . -20us his foamy floods— though 
I hould fly from the gates of the well to 
thoſe of the eaſt from the burning ſands 
of the ſouth to the frozen rivers ot the 
north though l ſhou!d ꝓcnettate to the 
furtheſt limits of the world, thou art 
always 
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always before me, and waiteſt for and 
| (4 {enlighteneſt me at once, in all parts of 
the univerſe. 

Sublime image of the gods, like them, 
hou ſeeſt, thou knoweſt all the inhabi- 
ants of the different parts of the earth 
fertile plains of ſmiling Heſperia, 
nd the happy fields which the Ganges 
ad Eurotas water: —Ithaca where the 
Ulyſſes ruled : — Pylos where old 
ſtor reigned, ever eager to relate his 
orious exploits ;—and Colchis fo cele- 
for the expedition of the brave 
rgonauts, intrepid heros, who, to fetch 
golden fleece, dared the firſt in a 
il bark, to plough the watery deep 
A defy angry Neptune. 


Thou 
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Thou fart with one glance, Ather 
and Lacedemon, Corinth and Mit 
the proud Tyrian, and haughty Babyle 
nian, and Thebes with a hundred g 
and the hundred cities of Crete, and t 
Rowery vallics of Theſſaly, and the hay 
pr hillocks of Amathon, and the myr: 
woods of Idalia and Paphos. Thou f 
us all from the heavens together with t 
ſovereign arbiters of our deſtiny. W 
d I fay ? Incomparable luminary ! 
miſtaken? Oh ! if I were in error—if th 
wert thyſelf the firſt, the greateſt of g 
—ſprak, and immediately I proſtrate n 
felf and ade thee. Fool that I am 
what have 1 id? I hear his voice 
found through the world, and pubis 
every where that he is not a god. T 1 
ur 
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irt not a god, O father of the day ! thou 
art then the ſublime work and the 
greateſt gift of the gods. They never 
created any thing ſo beautiful—nothing 
ſo worthy the praiſes of mortals. 
Trembling thou beholdeſt that ſpark- 
ſing luminary, fierce monarch of the ſky, 
ble bird, whoſe bold flight is as quick 
Wn the wing of the ſouth-wind, as the 
of Jupiter: thou who, in the 
ght of thy pride, beholdeit with ſcorn 
man himſclf—thou vieweſt it with 
oniſhment, and, to contemplate nearer 
fires of its ſparkling orb, thou ſoareſt 
from the profound valley to the 
igheſt rock of mount Pelion. 
lee thee carry on thy rapid wings, 
G violence, 
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violence, and balance them a long time 
In the ambient air. Thou offieſt them 
to the fan—s it to try it they be worthy 
of thee ? or rather, is it not to teack 
them that that magnificent luminary i 
the only bett that ſhould fix their a 
dacious looks ? 

Like a profound and majeſtic riv 
whoſe waters always flow in the 
abundance; or like an 1x | 
volcano that drives from its thundering 
caverns, rams of fire, and vomits tor 1 
rents of flame—infinite abyſs of light 
thou ſheddeft it, thou doft laviſhly por 1 
N forth, from the creation of time 
out exhauſting i. 

Thou confamet not thyſelf, | 
groweſt vid, like every thing that c, 

if 
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de , nor doſt thou fall inſenſibly into 
— daft, like the frail body of man. Thou 
haſt ſeen a hundred times, the earth re- 
novated—its inhabitants change maſters, 
bes, manrers, and languages ;—thou 
haſt ſeen a thouſand times the nations 
divided and armed againſt one another; 
—magnihceat and opulent cities riſe 
from the boſom of deſerts, and fink 
pain into obſcurity ;—empires formed, 
ped, become formidable—dwindle 
nothing, cr riſe to fall again ;z—hoſ- 
kings, dethrone one another ;—the 
inhabitants of the earth, in the begin- 
ding, like weak rivulets, ſoon after as 
ollen rivers, impetuous torrents— 
low and ravage the ſurface of the 
ach all at length, men and kings, 

62 alter 
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afrer a little noiſe, fall and diſappear in 
the abyſs of time, always open to ſwal. 
low them. | 

Thou lighteſt then but the ruins of 
ancient empires, and the remains of vain 
greatneſs. The world is to thee but as 
a vat tomb, where the aſhes of tholeWn 
innumerable generations of Kings andWhe 1 
fubjeQs are heaped together and con- hair 
founded, fo that the hand that explore: 
them, carnot Ciſtinguiſh, nor find any 
vellige of that which has been 
hilt thou alone, O Sun! O laminar) 
of the world! thou alone, witneſs ou 
theſe great objecta, doſt exiit by thyſelt, 
immoveble in the midſt of theſe 
tual revolutions. 
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In vain I ſurvey the whole earth, to 
the magnificent monuments that 
ing nations have raiſed to thy glory: 
are no more — Temples, altars, 
u are vaniſhed ; yet the god 
xiſts, and, following his courſe, tri- 
from the higheſt heavens, over 
he waſte of ages. Jealous Time always 
auned to thy car, cannot exticnd his 
zvages to thee. Thou palleit from the 
eginning with the ſame rapidity, 
krough the immenſity of the y, and 
| thy reſplendent globe, through 


+.» | 


e torrent of ages, nor can it weaken 
hyſelf r ſtop thy court. 

Inſtead of diminiſting thy ſplendour, 

t ſeem to revive and increaſe with new 

ISgour. The end of thy courſe ſcems 

yet 
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yet more brilliant than its beginning 
Thy car, plunging into the tea, * 
after it, in the Ny, long fireaks of lg 
which extend to the region of darkneſ fi * 
At thy ſetting, the ſky is variegate” 
in a thouſand purple, golden, azure 
filver hues—thou quitteſt not the hot ize 
until filled with a deluge of fire to | 
laviſhed on other worlds; and the ſour 
of thy rays, that beget the day, an ann 
vivify the ſtars of night, is never e. 
hauſted. 
Ye muddy ſwamps—yec impure lak 
haunts of a thouſand horrid repti 
images of hearts infected with the poilc 
of the paſſions—rou do not ſully by ye 
exhalations thoſe pure rays ; if they lig 
you, tis without corrupting themſelv 
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a1 without the ſnallet diminution of 
Nacir vachangeable beauty. 
8 Sacred ornament of the heavens, I 
f lip! 
hail thee once more z—receive to the 
kne's. 
ot time, the multiplied homage of 
the infinite beings that people the extent 
f the world, Shine during the infinite 
ſpace of ages, with the ſame ſplendour 
lighten the earth eternally, the ſea, 


and the heavens, and never go back into 
the geiph of chaos. 

Marvellous luminary, king of the 
pid, be immortal, like the gods. Thou 
their heavenly image ;—their nature 
nd their glory are painted in characters 
ee in the ſplendour of thy dazzling 
* Robe. O how thy aſpect raviſhes my 
how it enlarges it, in revealing its 


ſublime 
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fublime origin! Thou ceaſeſt not 
Giſcover to it the Divinity. Yew 2 
the fem of the gods; I dare no Jonge 
doubt of it, when I contemplate thee 
Frery of thy reys is a victorious proc 
of rheir exiſtence, a lively ſpark of thei \ 
greatneſs, and the continual triumph « 
their fupreme power, 
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2 

univerſe, reſolved giving birth 
every thing that exiſts z-when, with 
zun hand, he broke the immenſe 
of chaos and of night, and light 
| pierced with its rays thoſe pro- 
ound caverns, where a hundred iron 
hains kept it captive; O Sun! when 
zu didſt ſhew thyſelf for the firſt time 
u the plains of air, ſhining in all thy 
lendour—the gods themſelves, the 
dds aſtoniſhed, dazzled by thy raviſhing 
ity, left Olympus in crowds to view 
H thee 
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thee. Photo and Proferpice quit the 18 
gloomy banks of Acheron. Neptune 
raiſes himſclf above the dark abyfs of thei 
Green, monnts haſtily his car, and fol- 
lowed by all the gods of the fea, and 
imnumerable monſters, whom it nouriſher]ifÞ,; 
in its boſon, comes to admire thee wi 
heaven and carth. 

© Son rhe roſy-finger'd morn 
apes the flaming doors of the eaſt, 
like a proud conqueror, impatient . 
kgnalize himſelf by new triumphs, the 
tear N from the heavenly vault, thy ſhi 
doft magnific-mly raiſe thyſeif above rhe 
whole world ; thou diſplayeſt with pom. 
thy ardent fires, and darteſt them rapid y 
through the vaſt plains of air, to cn 
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t wee dren at once all the different parts of 
prone te world. Already every thing is on 
of thee. The ſtars grow pale and are offuſ- 
d ee ;—followed by the blaze of day, 
a, ande night affrighted, flies away—preci- 
urinal antes herſelf into the bottom of the 
ep, and involves in her dark veil, the 
d of filence and of fleep. The fleet- 
x dreams fly before thy car of rubies 
xd of adamant, and flide into the bo- 
m of the ſhades. 

Thou gildeſt the lofty ſummit of the 
th mountains, and the majeſtic tops 
haughty pines and oaks, neighbours 
the thunder. Thou ſhineſt in the 


ſt profound valliies. Amazed at thy 
ly ſplendour, all the univerſe rouſes. 
"YN houland birds flutter about on the 
* H 2 boughs 
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boug hs of the tender ſhrubs, whole 
ther in a choir, to celebrate thy F 
by their mclodious ſongs. 
Rouſed by theſe charming concert 
the King of nature—man raiſes his nub] 
made to contemplate the heavens, ar 
command all beings. He awakes wi 
yor,, and gors forth to admire thy riſa 
and enjoy thy gifts. 
The thunder, whoſe redoubled clay cou 
Nook, during the night, the founda: 1c 
of the earth, the dreadful thunder-bo 
that were heard, at the cloſe of day, 
ruſh, with a bellowing noiſe, throv 
that vaſt chain of mountains and re ſou 
in che neighbouring vallies, rumble 
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more in the air. The ſky was never 
more ſerene ; nature never appeared 
more beautiful. 

Ah ! how pleaſing of a fine morning, 
w gather, in thoſe meads, the flowers 
which the ſun begets. How delightful ! 
to reſpire an air embalmed with the 
ſweereſt perfumes, and to behold that 
enamelled plain, whoſe tender and 
ſpringing verdure gladdens the fight, 
Peaceable rivulet, I will follow the 


oF courſe of thy tranquil ſtream, that me- 
anders and flows gently through thoſe 
happy plains, o'r which thou ſheddeſt 
freſhneſs and fecundity, Drlighttul 
Y walks, what tranqu.i'rty you afford to 
wy wy mind! 


Here, 
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Here, bending o'er this limpid baſin, 
I behold the ſports of the nimble inha- 
bitants of the water, excited by the heat 
of the air, they ſwim, dive, and cagetly 
crok one another ;—they glide o'er each 
ether a hundred times without corrupt- 
ing the purity of the water. 

There, I admire the beauty of a ſtately 
fwan, who, proud of the whiteneſs of his 
plumage, clears its alabaſter in the rays MS 
of the fun—exrends his ſhining wings, 
and fovercign of the flood, rides at plca- © 
fore on its furface ; at one time yielding 
to the current—at another oppoſing it 
with a majeſtic haugh tine ſs. | 
There, I hear with rapture a flock of et 
bi-ds, who ſalute the approach of ſpring, F* 
on the branches of that ſolitary poplar, N 


that 
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that ſhades thoſe happy banks. The 
jealous nightingale ſwells her flexible 
throat, and warbles forth her notes. Her 
reals abaſhed, are filent ;—they ſeem to 
ſuſpend their ſongs to liſten in ſilence to 
melodious accents of the ſylvan 
mle—to her varied notes, prolonged 
ſtately NN quavered with ſo much art. 
Enchanting inhabitants of thoſe lovely 
who delight by your concerts, 
venly minds, and ſoften the troubles 
this tranſient life, alas! your ſongs, 


Joys will ſoon be at an end; 
ady the mercileſs bird-catcher ad- 
haſtily, and ſurveys with furtive 
that thorny buſh, thoſe hoſpitable 
nches, that by the thickneſs of their 
age, ſcemed to offer you an impene- 
trable 
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able eher. Infenſible to your cries, 
already be ſteals his fingers into your 
neſt, and raviſhing with a murdering , 
hand, your growing familr, thoſe ye 
covered with a thin down, carries away 
notwithſtanding your plaintive cries, the 
fruit of your render loves. 
Thus the heavens, witneſs of you 
happineſs, the gloomy forcfts, the 
tunate banks that now reſound with ſuc 
freer mulic—hortly, alas! wiil he 
but your misfortunes z=Echo, who 
you emertain day and night, will toc 
hear but your lamentable accents, at 
will repeat your groans and lamenta:ic 
to the mountains. 


f 
h 
e. 
0 
it 
vo 
gone 
del 
ing 
line 
he | 
nati 
beh 
bita 


6 A2 0 1 57 


The treacherous fiſh-hook has already 
funk into the boſom of the water ; docile 
to the hand that guides it, it circles 
flowly through the cryſtal floods. Fly, 
hapleſs filhes, fly !—blind you follow 
eagerly that deceirful bait, you diſpute 
with one another to obtain it: —alteady, 
t has diſappeared ;—already, I behold 
you ſtruggling, follow the hand of the 
greedy fiſherman, who draws you with 
delight on hore, and beholds you pant- 
ing at the extremity of his trembling 
line, which he keeps ſuſpended in air 
J he raiſes you from thoſe nouriſhing and 
'Y native waters, which you will never more 
10Y behold, 

Gueſts of our groves, and you inha- 
bitants of the water—your moſt formi- 
I d:1'c 
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dible enemy is man! There is no acir 
and his crucky ! The barbarian! Ab rast, 
If he delight in blood, it be be fo in- 
viable, & prodigal of it—if the power off 
death be the only thing in the univerikſ.c 
he pants for—let him bury himſclf in a fo 
deferof burning Lybia, in the cavernou By 
rocks of mount Taurus ;—Jct him tene 
lions let him purſue to the bottom abe f 
leopards, the bears, and other monſters Seid 
his only enemics. There, let him com gres 
bat thoſe ampure reptiles, thoſe rerribiQhan fu 
animals, leis Geroe perhaps, and lei 
Janguinary than himſelf ; let him laugh 


ter them, tet bim deluge the earth witl glo 
thei 
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do heir blood ; let him ſatiate himſelf with 
wiles their venomous gore—but let him, at 
Ah rast, ſuffer the timid inhabitants of the 
in\s-Sir and water, to remain quiet in the dif- 
elements, where they had been 
ed by nature, only to hide them from 
ba 

But what do I hear? what doleful 
ies, what forrowful accents raiſe terror 
| pity in my throbbing breaſt ? Tis 
Qhrill clarion of war ;—the earth 
es; tis all on fire — tis now but 
field of battle and of carnage! What 
dreadful fight ! I behold every where, 
furious, excited by the cruel Nemeſis 
d againſt man. The ſtcel glitters, 


1d Ich 


lavg thd rivers of blood deluge the ſurface of 
globe. 


h will 
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to Nr TO THE SUX. 


O mercileſs man O furious mortals ! 
what raging fever apitates you ? what 
infernal monſter poſſes you ? what 
implacable fury tears from her bald 
head thoſe dreadful v pers. whoſe tongues 
Gif poiſon, and dart flames of fire? 
To irritate them the more, ſhe ſhakes 
them in her bloody hand, and throws 
them into your hearts. 

Unhappy mortals ! ſtop. Open your 
eyes, blinded by the phrenzy of hatred, 
and covered with the veil of revenge. 
See, und tremble! Thoſe men, whom 
vou with to ſacrifice, and whoſe blood 
vou thirſt afrer—they are your brethren, 
You fenſelef brings n it to deſtroy one 


anther that you inhabit the earth, and 
do you cxiſt but to poniard each other? 
I 
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z the life, which the ſopreme gods have 
wen you, too long? Or do you dread 
the fatal ſiſters will cut too late the 

of your life—and let fall the de- 
InQtive ſhears from their murdering 
? 

Sacrilegious thirſt of riches, ſuch are 
by outrages ! ſuch the crimes into which 
hou doſt precipitate miſcrable mortals ! 

ts thou, fatal ambition, that always 
funiteſt them, and infuſeſt into their 
the fire of war. Tis thou that 
agitate and torment them, as if 
paſſed under the vengeful laſh of 
he furies. 

O thou, who didſt formerly fall back 
th horror, and robe thyſelf in profound 
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not to behold the abominable 
banquet 
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banguet of Thyeſtes and Atreus O Sun 
enlighten but humane and generow 
Knps, ſuſtciently inſtructed to perceive 
that their common intereſt is to love one 
another—lufhcicntly religious to conſide 
war as the moſt dreadful preſage of wi 
anger of the gods—and the moſt fat 
Nagut that can deſolate the earth. 
Lipare and Lemnos fall down and cruk 
—— — 
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rike with great force on the groaning 
ils, the flaming iron, or melt the 
to make arrows and lances for the 
xd of battles. | 
Alas ! that cruel god has juſt ſnatched 
me the friend of my youthful days, 
he confident of my thoughts, the depoſi- 
ary of my foul ! he has forced him from 
! Unhappy mortal ! I have loſt him ! 
ho will reſtore him to me? When ſhall I 
a mind fo virtuous and ſenfible— 
ancient probity, and thoſe incor- 
ible manners? 
O fatal ſtroke ! O oppreſſive grief! 
s father, whoſc love and hope he was, 
unfortunate old man will not ſee 
any more! His wife, formerly fo 
, and ſo much to be envied z now 
incon- 
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inconbolable, opprefied with woe ; t 
wife whom he adored, will never 
the obye2 of her love! His chile 
one newly burn, the other, alas! 
orphan before his birth—will not © 
him by the endearing name of 
They will never, obedient to his c 
ruſh to his arms to diſpute his em 
*is done ! he's no more ! he to whi 
fare ſhould have been ſo propitious: — bt 
no more! the Sun will never ſhine f 
him. But if the plain:ive ſhades of f | 
unhappy victims of war, be yet fenf 
w the groans of afflicted friend 
youthtul hero, thou wilt be moved Wei 
my lamentationt, and by the tears I ff 
oder thy aſhes. 7 


Accu 
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Accurſed war ! fink into the bottom 
of hell : go, thou ſuiteſt but tigers and 
ons. Ruin, then, ruin ſeize the impious 
mortal, who, urged by a bloody thirſt 
ot col of conqueſt, Hall open the gates of the 
mn temple of Mars; and, rouſing the god- 
defs of diſcord, ſoporated in the midſt of 
the ſerpents that ſurround her—ſhake 
ber blazing torch and cry to arms. 
Kings liſten : you are no doubt, the 
ſons of great Jupiter—his thunder is in 
Wyour hands; but as ſoon as you ceaſe to 
repreſent him by your good actions, that 


3 . 


encth ruler of every power, will imme- 
oved ly break your ſceptres—drive you 
s em hie preſence and turn his looks 


rom 07 your empire. 
K O how 


\ccur! 
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Daughter of heaven, amiable peace ' 
deſcend upon carthy, enchain for the 
happineſs of mankind, the hearts of al! 
the fovereigns of the world, and may 
the demon of war never extinguiſh the 
incenſe which will be offered vp to thee 
on thy akars. 

Bur thou, whom the murderous 
Wund of the trumpet chills with hkor- 
ror ; thou, who pretereſt a fGmp'e 
wy crown to the bloody laurcis 4 
B-lluna zud Mn —cſume, O my mule! 

11 
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8 thy ruſtic pipe, and prepare to modu- 
late new airs in honour of the reſplendent 
luminary of the heavens. 


> A 


acc 1 
the 
f ail END OF THE SECOND CANTO. 
may 
h che 
» thee 


Jero!!s 
| hor- 
ü. np'e 
"cls 0 


mulc 
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CANTO M. 


winter hes at length retired 
| into irs deep caverns, The impe- 
tes winds bellow no more, and are 
enchained in their fubrerrancan caves 
The north wind ceaſes to defolate 
fields, and blows no more with violence 
throuph the darkened air, the ſnow 
hourdfroft. We hear no more the hai 
driven by a dreadful hurricane, 
ing roll on our ſhaken roofs ; nor do t 
melancholy Hyades pour their 1 
ible urn on the orchards of Pomona. 


Ti 
th 


A 
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All nature quickens. The fountains 
that have been long captive, re- aſſume 
ir gentle courſe, nor do the ſtormy 
mins corrupt their purity. Already, the 
ywers peep above the earth: their ver- 


etired Wal gems riſe on their render ſtalks ; 
impe- they ſwell and open their fragrant bo- 
1d are The trees, ſtript of their withered 


are decked with new verdure : 
heir branches bent into a vault, ſeem to 
a ſhade and cool air to travellers. 
The ſerpent, benumbed all the winter 
the ſeverity of the cold, comes forth 
1 the cavity of old ruins covered with 
s, where, twined in circling wreaths, 
had been buried. From his eyes, 
ightning ſparkles ; hiſſing, he rears his 
head, and, darting his triple 
ſting, 


te 
olenc: i 
0 
de hai 


dot 


DNA. 
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The ſhepherds that made the confined 
flaſh from the flint, and burnt the 
trunk of an ancient maple, play 
in the vallics and form new ſympho- 
O Sun ! "tis thy aſpect that de- 
this and infpires them with the moſt 
ling fenfations — tis it that makes 
ir eyes glow with the candour and 

leſs joy of their minds. 
Mounted on neighing courſers, whoſe 
xetuous bounds cannot be repreſſed 
the bridle, and who excite terror by 
ferceneſs of their looks, and the fire 
iſſues from their wide noſtrils— the 
at the peep of day, make the 
Is and foreſts re-echo with the warkke 
I of the horn. Theſe rouze with 
a timorous rocbuck, who vainly flics 
from 


"(20 
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from death : thoſe, by their cries, urge 
the opening hounds to attack a dreac 
wild boar, who, notwithſtanding the 
boiling blood that ſtreams from his c 
wounds, with briflles erect, his mou 
open and enflamed, ſtops them all, an 
gored with his long ruſks the moſt dx 
ing, whom he toſſes in air bloody ar 
mangled. 

Ditlappear before the luminary of 
heavens, ve dark mitts, ye fickly va 
_ and Hack froſt, who involve the univer 
in a diſmal lethargy ;—diſapperar : co! 
ceal no more from our view the magn 
ficem ſpectacle of thoſe rowering mov! 
wins, that riſe to the Nars, in the for! 
of an amphitheatre, and fuſtain fre 
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the beginning of the world the immenſe 
vault of the heavens. Let us contem- 
plate their majeſtic tops, covered with 
enormous flakes of ice, glowing with the 
fire of the Sun, which they reflect, at a 
diſtance on the plains, with a dazzling 
luſtre. Thy looks, divine Luminary ! 
thy victorious looks diſſipate the clouds. 
Thou raiſeſt thyſelf, ſuddenly, from the 
boſom of the waters, clothed in fire, and, 
in an inſtant, the vaſt extent of the ſea 
appears covered with undulating flames. 
Thou cleav'ſt the air, and tear'ſt, in thy 
fiery courſe, the ſable garb that robes the 
earth. How wonderful! thou awakeſt 
wou her from the profound ſleep in which ſhe 
ve fort w involved ſhe comes forth from her 
a troll wins and ſmiles at thy aſpe&t :—ſhe 
L quickens 


, urge 
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guickens in the ardour of thy embraces : 
then dot embelliſh ker with all the 
graces of the ſpring : thou poureſt. with 
profufion, into het amorous boſom, the 
ſpirit of flowers, and the feed of fruit 


fully thou laviſheſt it on the whole world! 
Spouſe of Nature, thou doſt kindle in het 
boſom the ſacred flames of all-foſtering 
love. Theſe conjugal flames circulate 
rapidly in that immenſe body, and im- 
mediarely the carth and the heavens, de- 
luged 


Foes EF ISIIELITR 
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7 Ie by a flood of fire, are peopled with 
* ew inhabitants. Every thing quickens, 
\ as every thing lives, every thing breathes : 
* in the plains of air, on the ſummit of 
bfty mountains, in the midſt of foreſts ; 
even in the boſom of the profound deep ; 
thy fires, O God of Day ! thy paternal 
fires will give exiſtence to innumerable 
generations, who tranſmit it faithfully 
during a long ſucceſſion of unborn ages. 
"Tis in vain that inexorable Death 
configns daily to the infernal banks fo 
Emany thouſand victims! impotent fury! 
thou doſt always baffle his inſatisble 
Nothing periſhes, every thing 
anew. The wonders of creation 
perpetuated ; and, from one extre- 
ity of the uaiverſe to the other, | be- 
L 2 hold 


6 her 
old— 


» with 
ming 


d im- 
s, de- 
luged 
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hold the flood of life overturn the 
mounds which Death oppoſes to its 
courſe—fwallow up his tomb, and flow 
in wrigmph, in the midſt of the ruins of 
age and the ravages of deſtrution. 
Conqueror of Death ! thou ruleſt o'er 
Time, and thou didſt tell him from the 
beginning—Mod-ratethy too rapid flight 
and follow the courſe of the Sun; let thy 
circle be divided into days z—det the 
ring and the ſummer, autumn and 
winter, divide the year. Tis my will 
that each feaſon ſhall vary the pleaſutes 
of man, and roll on ſucceſſively to aug- 
ment his happine and to multiply his 
emoyments. 

Sear of Life! fach are thy great be- 


nels. Ak! that man may never ceaſe Fea 
to 


C 
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celebrate ever new 
thoſe 
s heart | 
— gifts ! and i 
if 
forget them, may that 
| nr aan 
— univerſe, ever recall 
- porn ty or Th 
pry maſter of the | 
— es 
oe | | | thou 
When f 
the thunder 
of Jupiter 
ſtrikes 
2 "= ow 
— ſmoke ; when the 
* from i * | aa 
bog erat 
o _— confound at 
OS 
tion 
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ion to univerſal Nature ; when the ſhi 
riding on the boſom of the azure deey 
ſuſpended on the boiling furge, are 
lowed in the dark abyls, and that the 
Aged ſailors expect inftant death; 
when Neptune, wiclding his trident, cu 
not himſelf appeaſe the mutinous waves 
if thy brilliant face appear above the 
douds, and thy cheering rays ſparkle 
from the heavenly vault—the dreadfu 
Eurvs and the black Boreas fly ſuddenlriif. 
away, the ftorm ſublides, and the 
 alcyors im o'er the tranquil ez. 
Having eſcaped ſhipwreck, the pilot 
with trranfport a freſh and gentie gal 
ruſtte in his expanded fails, and his veſſe 
plough gently the deep whitened wit. 
foam. Then, adoring on his knees the 


ren 


o T4 * 
* 


| 
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at Luminary that preſides o er navi- 
jon, he raiſes his pious hands to- 
ard his propitious fires, and ſheds on 
prow, crowned with flowery garlands, 
blood of victims adorned with gilded 
in the midſt of a cloud cf incenſe 
aſcends to heaven. 

I hear thee invoke that munificent 
inary, happy old man, thou whom a 
of near an age, a life as pure as the 
clear rivulet, renders vencrable to 
ortals :z—[ hear thee; thou invokeſt 
bleſſeſt it with joy, when, at the 
of a fine day, thou returneſt with 
ultering ſtep from the diſtant fields that 
been long cultivated by thy hands, 
lowing with fond eye thy childrens 


ddenh 


il fea 
lot 
ie gal 


$ velle 


1 wit 
es tht 
Some 


ren 
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Some of them, loaded with the tre 
fares of Pomona, ſmiling, ſeize thy har 
and Bll it with fruit. They. point out 
bird's neſt which they have found in ye 
thicket, and which, to pleaſe them, the 
ſeemeſt to behold with fatisfaQtio 
O. hers, clinging to thy neck, laviſh 
befow fweet kiſſes on thee. Other 
drive before thee thy numerous floc 
who, bleating , quit that verdant hill; 
they invite thee to careſs their watch 
dog, who has juit rorn from the blood 
ruſks of a famiſhed wolf, one of the 


Theſe count the playful lambs, ag T 
reoice in having brought them back Mp. 


the Tirepfold, without lofing any 
them : thoſe, riding a fluggiſh afs who 
| th 
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they urge in vain, and whoſe flow gait 
cannot be accelerated by the ſpur, eſſay 
the pipes they cut, and ſing ruſtic ſongs, 
which they delight to hear repeated by 
the echos of the neighbouring vallics. 

Immortal gods! thus you recompenſe 
imple virtue. The happy ſhades of 
Ny um do not enjoy a purer felicity, nor 
more perfect bliſs. O venerable old 
man ! thou haſt already ſeen ninety har- 
reſts, and thy life has been an eternal 
pring. The ſource of happineſs is in 


watch 
of rtheYthy heart, and that happineſs is the price 
of innocence. 

Hero of humanity ! thou at length 
Yepproacheſt thy cottage, which thou didſt 
ſe ſmoke at a diſtance, through thoſe 
mes and tufted fig - trees which hide a 

M part 


{ſs who 
th 
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part of i from the fight. There a fru- 
gal repaſt awaits ther. Go, fit thee 
down in the midit of thy family, and 
partake with them of that freſh bread, 
thoſe fruits, and that milk, prepared by 
pure hands. Go, renovate thy ſtrength 
in the arms of tranquil ſleep, and re- 
animate that vigour, which neither the 
ice of time, nor the iron hand of de- 
crepid old age, could enervate. Already 
thy eyelids cloſe, thy weary hands fall 
down, thy head nods, and imperceptibly 
becomes heavier ; thou Neep'ſt in peace 
until the ar of day calls thee to thy 


work. 


What deſtres, what wiſhes canſt thou 
form ? thy Gelds are covered with golden . 
harveſts, thy vines crowned with leaves 
arc 
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md with grapes, thy trees loaded with 
edoriferous fruits, and thy flocks nume 
rous and fruitful. The ſmiling verdure 
of thy meads, thoſe clear fountains that 
continually water them—every thing 
favours, every thing anticipates thy 
wiſhes. Liſten to the murmur of that 
nvulet ; ſee it refle&t on the azure of its 
Impid waters, the ſplendour of the ſtars, 
reproduced and multiplied on the undu- 
ating ſurface of its waters. Liſten to 
the ſong of thoſe nightingales who ex- 
preſs with ſo much harmony their inno- 
tent loves ;——thoſe zephyrs that pant on 
he branches of that ancicnt oak, and 
agitate them. 

Behold thoſe legions of ſtars which 
cloud darkens—the moon that rolls 


M z peaceably 
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peaceably its Glver car through a clear 
and brilkant Kr. Sec how the foft dew 
wers thoſe humble ſhrubs and thoſe w av- 
ing willows ;z—-bow it whitens thoſe ex- 
tenfive meadows; how it gleams with 
the fplendour of the moiſt lively colours, 
in falling on that green, and on the 
Rowers which enamel that plain ;—hov 
it beſtrews with ſparkling pearls the 
exart-clder, the wild thyme, the matjo- 
ram and the amaranth. Sce thoſe Fauncs 
that abandon their grots ; thoſe Satyrs 
that come forth from the cavities of tho 
old maples, round which the ruſtic ivy 
wreathes itſelf. Sce thoſe feartul Dry- 
adcs trip aftet one another through thoſe 


thick torells, where they penctrate anden a 


hide themiclives fo as to b. icarce feen : 
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fe them, hand-in-hand, wanton on the 

which ſcarcely yields to their 
and dance together to the ſound 
the flute under thoſe poplars, whoſe 


1 T > 


ade extends fo far. Happy mortal! 


y thing promiſes thee the day thou 
kficelt. The gods themſelves delight 
crown thy wiſhes. Already the twi- 


git appears; the horizon glows, and 


the Sun will riſe more ſplendid than 
wer. 
Satys Thus in my ſongs, inſpired by Nature, 
I've at once celebrated the munificence 
if the great Luminary of the univerſe, 
| the happineſs of a country life. I 
ly enteteꝗ on my ninth luſtre, when, 
a ſudden, Death, darting from the 
ys of Ercbus, appeared to me, pale, 
hideous, 


you that cauſed my tears to flow, chi 
meras of fortune, phantoms of gle 
und pride, as vain as the weak mort! 
that purſue vou; deceitful grearneſ;! 
and more flecting than a ſhade. Ah! 
it was not the love, nor the hop 


of poſſeffing you on a future day tha © 
cavſed my fighs. 
© Sun! who lighteſt the world wi 
fires © brilliant and fo pure; moving 
ſpectocle of the country, that haſt al 
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ich I lov+ {+ muc' ;—towering rocks 
at brave the tempeſt and the roaring 
= z—CAvernous mountains, the ancient 
| num of the daughters of night; 
ay foreſts that fill my melancholy 
| with religious horror ;—ſpacious 
where reſts the god of ſilence ;— 
groves, where I heard the cooing 
le and the afflited dove mourn their 
lowhood :—happy lilac, that covered 
dere now with the ſhade of your 
bending beneath the weight 
your opening buds ;—bowers of jeſ- 
Wine and roſe-buſhes, where the brook 


7 


falls with a murmuring noiſe from 
k ſummit of a hill, and glides in a 
* ag filver ſheet o'er the meadow, cauſes 
. F{licious freſhneſs :—agrecable bower, 


where 
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where I fo oſeen fied ro breathe peace ani emb 
innocence, and which I never abandc 
of time; and you, fertile vallies, hic 
I was wort to run over with 
delight, you, that borrow from the 
minary I fing, your moſt pleaſing Juſtre 
—Dbjxats of my tender concern, ala 
my dying eyes were only turned tom 
you. 

I ſaid do the Father of Ligh:—O 
whom I ever contemplated with 
reverence and fear, Luminary of the uni 
verſe ! creative Stat! I will ſoon fee the 
ne more! Delightful hills, which t 
peaceable Lowe Jlaves :z—Olivet, hab 
tation worthy of the gods them 
i, dettet known to our kings, they ha babita 

embelliſhe 
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embelliſhed thy natural beauties with 
ſome of thoſe great wonders of ait vainly 


SM aviſhed on Verſailles 0 thou mot 


beautiful {por of the earth! receive my 
farewel! ; lovely ſ. litude, where phil oſo- 
phy taſtes in peace the fruits of wiſdom 
nd the picaſures of reafon ; furtunate 
retreat, where I lived unknown to envy, 
bortly I will ſce thee no more! 

I will ſee no more that Sage whom the 
poiſoned air of courts never infected. 
and who, without ambition, without in- 
Wingue, having attained the greateſt ho- 
ours, lives now far from the throne, 
with faithful Friendſhip, ſimple like 
Nature and liberal as the Gods. Thoſe 
flowery greens that border his enchanting 
habitation, thoſe woods, where I ſtrayed 

N with 


Co HYWN TO THE SUN. 


with © much pleafore, thoſe groves, 
where fo often he folaced my heart, 1 
mu? qu them all. 

And thou, magnificent Loire, who 
rollen mazefticaily thy ſmooth waves 
under a ky always ferene; I'll go no 
more on thy beloved banks, forgetting 
unhappy mortals and the cares of this 
life, to admire thoſe rich and extenſive 
profſpets, thoſe graceful landſcapes 
which the mirror of thy waters re-pro- 
duces and perperunes the length of thy 
courſe. For the laſt time, alas ! I have 
feen thoſe fruitful banks embalmed in 
ſpring by the flowers, and bordered with 
happy vineyards, which render at a dik 
EW. 


Th | 
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. Thus I ſpoke, my eyes bathed in 
„I tears, and almoſt breathleſs ;,—thus 1 
ſpoke, and, with a plaintive voice, I 
conjured the deſtinies to prolong my days 
—when a conſulatory Being ('twas no 
doubt a God) deſcended from the hea- 
venly regions, beaming with light, and 
diffuſed a divine odour around. He ap- 
proached my diſmal bed, and repeated 
aloud theſe words which will be ever 
preſent to my memory: © Lover of 
Nature (he faid) come forth from the 
* ſhades of death, riſe up, walk, fly to 
* that marvellous ſource, which Nep- 


tune of yore, with a ſtroke of his tri- 
dent cauled to ſpout forth in large 
bubbles from the bowels of the earth, 
and the azure food formed immedi- 
N 2 « ately 
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* ately that ſuperd canal which flaws be. 
* tern two velvet greens by that hap- 
* py kill: there tune again thy lyre, 
we the woodland gods and the 
guardian genius of thoſe flowery banks, 
« and cdcbrate once more the Sun and 
* Yirrue,” 


EXD OF THE THIRD CANTO. 
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be. 
ap- 
yre, 
the 
nks, 
and 


TOP, Father of the Day! ſtop thy 

reſplendent car in the midſt of thy 
courſe. Whilſt the ſhepherds, tired with 
the harſh and noiſy cries of the graſshop- 
per, repoſe beneath aſh- tree ſhades, near 
their locks that lie at reſt on the graſs— 
whilſt a glowing heat rages in the hea- 
vens, and extends its influence o'er the 
parched-vup fields—ſtop thy glorious 
career, and from the ſummit of that 


flaming vault, where thou triumpheſt 
Teer all the world, confider thy majeſtic 
beauty, 


os HYMN TO THE SUN. 
bravery. I call thee to view thyſelf 
unable to paint thy ſplendour. 

Comemplate thyſelf, King of the 
Heavers, forvey that fiery plain rut 
over all regions the eaſtern and weſtern 
chmes—ipeak ro N ature—+interrogate all 
the elements, and fee if there be any thing 
that can be compared to thee. 

Ye lights innumerable that gild the 
firmamem—ye glittering ftars that, is 
the midſt of the ſilent and profound nigli. 
occupy the immenſiry of the ſky and fill i 
with pomp—do ye equal him in beauty? 
do ye furpais him in magnificence? 
Ye luminous globes that roll continually 
round his inflamed orb—ye planets fui- 


pended and balanced in air, anſwer -. 


And you, ye blazing ftars, who frighten 
cvca 
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even yet weak mortals, ſay—who is the 


2 

powerful God that kindles and preſerves 
the Ythoſe radiant fires with which ye ſparkle? 
rut 
tern 


Ye fertile plains that compoſe the 
raſt empire of Ceres, when the early 
labourer directing his plough, pricks 
with his goad two young bulls newly 
umed, who, impatient of the yoke, with 
beads declined, bellow forth reſiſtance, 
I fiercely preſent their threatening 
horns ;—when, bent on the ſhining 
| t Wplough-ſhare, he forces it to open with 
uty ? greater depth the boſom of the earth; 
nce eben he ſows his fields under a kind 
uallyFonſtellation, what propitious luminary 
the furrows, and cauſes that pre- 
grain to bud, which had been 
by a liberal hand? In a word, 
who 
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who ripens, who gilds thoſe yearly crops Þ &a 
which adorn thy fertile plains ? pus 
Speak, ye bright flowers! — ſpeak : ff of of 
who gave you that enamel that charn- ve f 


ing Warndt? by whom were ye won 
with 


milked ? by whom fhadowed with f. 
much art and variety? Daughter of the ric 
Zephyrs, darling of Summer and Sprinz, ff x. 
amiable quecn ot our gardens—charming ye er 
role, who gave you that ſweet ſmell ime 
which we reipire with fo much delight? 

And you, ye tender violets—u b ith l 
laviſhly beſtows on you that delicio hoe 
perfume which your boſoms exhale Jupice 
and you exquiſize fruits—iay who gi tha 
you that favour—that taſte—that he pious ; 
venly ſubſtance, which equals in exce Ben 
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cauſe 
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5s Y fad of the divine inhabitants of Olym- 
pus? Is it not the Sun? Ye flowers 
of the ſpring, ye treaſures of the ſummer, 
ze ſweet fruits of autumn—yec are all 
his works, and the magnificent preſents 
with which that quickening luminary 
enriches the carth. 
Ye guilty mortals, ye profane hearts, 
ye carthly fouls, always ſullied with 
crimes the Sun abhors you—yourcrimes 
cauſe him to grow pale and ſhrink back 
with horror—never raiſe your ſacrilegious 
lboks toward him. The enemies of great 
jupiter do not deſerve to enjoy the fight 
of that bright Luminary ;—no, the im- 
pious are not worthy to admire it. 
Behold that fform gathering with a 
Ytecadful noiſe, at the extremities of the 
O horizon— 
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horizon—rhoſe whirlwinds that riſe at 2 
diſtance above the plain, and cauſe a heap 
of withered leaves, barren ſtubble and 
Guſt, to fiy about in a circle: — thoſe 
nmorous birds that avord danger, and fly 
with uncertain wing to diſcover a ſheiter 
from which the impetuofity of the wind 
Wenn to drive them :—thoſe children 
who, trembling run under that walaut- 
tree, and hide themſelves in the midft of 
that thicket :—<hat weak and bent old 
man, who, afſeilted in the midſt of the 
fields, by the hail and rain, ſhivering, 
haltet his weary ſteps to reach his cot- 
rage:—thoſe diſpirited ſhepherdeſſes, who 
ſend forth piercing cries, and bring back 
in haſte their ſheep to the hamlet 3— 
and thoſe ravenous wolves, howling with 

fright 
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fright as they thruſt themſelves into their 
den, ſhagged with briars; — and the 
ſiniſter crow, perched on the trunk of 
a old cheſaut-tree that had been thun- 
der- truck, croaks and bodes nothing 
but evil. Behold thoſe black torrents 
ruſh with great noiſe from the top 
the hills, on the ſteep rocks, and re- 
ing fall again, and furiouſly pre- 
pitate themſelves o'er the ravaged 
ins : thoſe pale lights that ſtreak the 
of heaven ;—thoſe tranſient fires 
ſucceed and quickly deſtroy them- 
s z=thoſe ſtormy clouds that thwart 
| break one another, and fill the whole 
d with lightning that flaſhes from 
ir gaping ſides : that dreadful cloud, 
ch ut the cloſe of a ſcorching day, 
02 extends 
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extends its dH wings from ealt to well, 
and = driven by the roaring north - Wind. 
through the troubled at: e impious ' 
what a dreadtul (peRacie for you 

Do ye hear the rumbling of the 
&er between the tufted trees, mingle « 
of their trembling branches the i 
tudous blaſt of the hurricane confo 
with the roaring of the fea—the 
rom voice of the trumpet that it 
heaven and carth? 'Tis me you hear, 
the Sun, theſe are my cries; I am 
thundering god the ſceds of lighta! 
are formed in my burning üdes. I. 
that light che thunderbolt ; tis I U 
ſend it to deſtroy the coward enemics 
heaven — 0 avenge virtue, and to P 
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2 496 28K 
deſpiſe the gods, and blaſpheme their 
holy name. 
But you, wiſe mortals, who are be- 
loved 288K who fear them 
_— — con acceptable vic- 
. gifts enjoy the ſplen- 
3 an agreeable day heaven hath 
2 It was ſolely to cover 
e 
” ſcreen you from the inclement 
noontide heat that Nature hath produced 
that lofty palm-tree. The amber cluſ- 
ters af the am'rous vine, that preſſes the 
young elms with its long embraces ; and 
the delicious fruits that perfume thoſe 
| ——— The cryſ- 
fountains do not flow on that golden 
ſand 
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fand but to flake your — 
the air you breathe. 

That flowery valley was defined to 
delight your eyes ;—for you alone thoſe 
roſes blow—the birds form harmonious 
concerts to captivate your ſenſes that 
gronc has been ſcooped into the rock to 
aFord you an afylum againſt the ſtorm. 
That rivulet of living water, doth not 
meander through the plain with ſo much 
tranquillity, nor doth it ſeem to return to 
its fource but to fill your mind with 
wert reveries. Enjoy the magnificent 
prolpect of that delightful landſcape ! 
Nature embelliſhed it for you alone. En- 
joy the brightnefs of the heavens and 
the rays of the Sun: he ſhines but to 
dien virrue. You who arc his image, and 
who 
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who ſhew to weak mortals the wiſdom 
of the gods —auguſt old man, who bear 
aways in your countenance the peace 
ind ſerenity of your mind—O my father! 
that I cannot, for the honour of huma- 
uty, conſecrate to every age the mem'ry 
your ſublime ſentiments, and my 
days — you have almoſt attained 
eighteenth luſtre! O when ſhall I 
joy your ſweet embraces ?—when ſhall 
claſp you with tranſport in my arms? 
e?—preſs between mine, and kiſs a 
times thoſe paternal hands, that 
ſerved your country with ſo much 
? 


O Sun! 
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© Sun! if my fongs be worthy of 
me I have painted thee with no 0 
common colours —hear the prayer of filial 
picry. God of Light! precipitate thy 
court to haften the defired inſtant, when [ 
ſhall fre the Author of my Days! O how 
I figh afrer a moment fo full of charms! 
Heavenly Powers, watch from Olympus 
o'er fuch precious days | prolong for the 
happinck of my life, a life fo pure and 
is worthy of you. Preſerve what is 
deareſt to me in the world—the mot 


the Sum n more virtuous mortal, a mc 
feeling, nor a more exalted ſoul. 
, Alas ! 


i 
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Alas !—if the ſages with whom I paſs 
fo tranquil a life, will one day honour 
with their tears my mournful funeral ; 
if my memory ſhall be dear to them ; 
if, after having given my body to the 
duſt—diſconſolate and with tears in their 
eyes, they engrave on my ruſtic tomb 
theſe affliting words: He was meek, 
« fimple in his manners — feared the 
* gods—was exempt from envy and 
* ambition—he lived but for virtue, 
* liberality and friendſhip.” Ah! if the 
gods give me to merit ſo flattering an 
eulogy ; if they reſerve for me on earth 
ſo pure a glory—O my friends! I atteſt 
my heart, my defires extend no further 
I have no other favour to aſk* of thoſe 
powerful gods, but to reunite us here- 
P aſter 
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Aer in the happy Elyfiom, under thoſe 
everdragrant bowers—orhere rhe juſt, 
of every age, of every nation, ſeared on 
the verdant turf, near a cryſtal ſtream, 
draw ce delights from an inexhauſti- 
ble fource. 

Spring of Life, chearful yourh, when 
the deen with which you adorn my 
head hall be faded—when the fire of 
fentiment and genius that inflames my 
fout ſhall be quenched by age, O inex- 
erable old age — ben thy cold hand 
hall have forrowed my face, and bent 
benearh its frokes my unwieldy frame; 
you beautiful trees that 1 planted, which 
my eyes have fern grow—when I ſhall 
come in an aMitcd manner, to aſk with 
a languid voice one of your branches to 

ſupport 
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of m 
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perce 
in my 
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fopport my weary arms, and tottering 
ſtepo then —abandoned by the whole 
world—muſcrable refuſe of humanity— 
all my reſource, alas! all my happineſs 
will be to fix my eyes upon thee—upon 
thee, O Sun O tender comforter of old 
men—their moſt pleaſing ſpectacle — their 
laſt friend. 
I will come every morning with trem- 
bling ſtep—praifing the gods, to ſit down 
before thee, and preſent to thee my hoary 
locks :—I will come to re-animate the 
weak ſparks of life, and the frozen ſource 
of my blood, before the ſplendour of thy 
reviving heat ; and, when at the cloſe of 
day, falling under the fithe of Death, I 
perceive the laſt breath of life wandering 
in my dying mouth, and quitting my 

P 2 diſ- 
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diſcoloured lipx—my arms will yet en- 
mend roward thee, and I will ak of the 
gods not to breathe my laſt until ev*ry ray 
of thine dilappear on the borders of 
the horizon. 


ADVERTISEMENT. A 


* 


THE following lirtle pece, of the £ 
Kind, and by the fame Author as the fore- 
going, the Tranflmor prefamed would 


mo unacceptable addition to it. It is one flour; 
fix more in the fame taſte, which have been 

fobrnined to the fifth edition of the h | 
S 


epprobation of the Public, the fame indul 
gence may, perhaps, at ſome future period 
be claimed for the reſt. 


THE TOMB 


AD depoſitary of all that was deareſt 
to me upon carth; thou whom a 


— eping ſpouſe raiſed to the object of 


14 „er affeftions—Solitary Tomb ! whom 
zournful cypreſſes overſhadow, melan- 
* ply wandering through theſe gloomy 


llies, I come, my heart ſwollen with 

in tie he, to caſc my pain and repeat to thee 
ndu! 13 0 = 
Heavens ! what afflicting thoughts thy 
pect raißes in my inmoſt ſoul, worn 
it with grief. Shall I here call to mind 
cruel thoughts ? will I have fuffi- 
dent force to paint the weight of my 
affliction, 


will be lirtle affefted by them they will 
hear without = figh the accents of my 

But 1 who know theſe delicious ſen 
tions, who have experienced them all 
I who have loſt fo much ; unhappy 


lam! may 1 at leaſt be permitted 
mourn and to come under theſe 


choly trees to pour out all my heart. 
Alas ! © good a father, fo virtuous 
mother, whom I adored ; in whom w 
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centered the happineſs of my life, fo ſoon 
ſhatched from my love! And when ? 
At the moment when my preſence ſeemed 
to give them new life; when loaded with 
marks of their eſteetn, I forgot with them 
the anxieties I ſuffered by fo long an ab- 


ſence. 


The moment will ever be preſent to 
my mind, when forced, by cruel fate, I 
left the abode of my anceſtors and quit- 
ted my beloved parents, Motionleſa, 
overwhelmed with grief, they for a con- 
fiderable time only expreſſed themſelves 
by fighs and ſobs. My father was the 
firſt who interrupted this killing ſilence 
of grief. O my Son, he ctied, if we 
were ever dear to thee, remember our 
love, do not forget the moſt tender 

. mother.— 
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mother.  Bathed with their tears, I 
quirted the arms of one, only to fall into 
theſe of the other. I was forced, alas ! 
to tear myſelf from them ; and when, 
after the moſt cruel abſence, I fied to 
their embraces they diſappear for ever : 
Death deprived me of them at the mo- 
ment 1 crqoyed their moſt reader careſſes, 
when 1 © fenfibly felt that on exrth hap- 
pinck confiſts alone in the overflowings 
of Nature and Friendſhip ! bappy days, 
wo foon at an end | 1 have now nothing 
belt but the rormenting regret of having 
loſt you without hope of return. 

And you whoſe memory will be ever 
dear to me, faithful Friends, whom crucl 
Death hath ſnatched in the prime of life, 
whom he hath without piry for me, 

murdere 
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murdered in my embraces I called 
you, but you were deaf to my voice; I 
claſped you in my arms, and lo!—you 
were no more. 

Who ther. can conſole me? who can 
adminiſter comfort to my heart? What 
do I fay ? my deep wounds will bleed for 
ever and will bring me to the grave. 

Inflexible Death] ſuch are the cala- 
mities you have heaped upon me. Tell 
me what evils more dreadful can you 
have in reſerve. You have deprived me 
of every thing. Now, forlorn, a mourner, 
a burden even to myſelf, what will be- 
come of me ? whither ſhall I ly ? whi- 
ther betake myſelf? To whom ſhall I 
unboſom myſelf? Who will be my 
friend in the decline of life ? and who 


2 will 
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wall guide my romering nes when old 
gt comes on? 

An orphan, and alane in the midſſ of 
ungrarcful men, I have no friend. Iam 
d firanger, and forſaken upon earth, and 
to crown my misſortunes— l hve. 

Unhappy that I am! I thought to ſiad 
prace and reſt in departing from thoſe 
chmes, where nought could yield me 
comfort. Without force, and almoſt dead, 
 T quincd for ever the fertile fields and 
anciem habit ation of my anceſtors. 

Ak ! what rears flowed then from my 
ee! and bow afie&ing was my laſt fare- 
well! All Nature ſeemed to ſympathize : 
the rocks were moved; the river that 
laves thoſe rich countries rolled gently 
ns waves, as if to keep time with the 

accents 
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s of my grief, and its banks te- 
d my mournful lamentations. 

O how I have been miſtaken ! I have 
with me the indelible impreſſion 
my melaacholy ſadneſs, the remem- 
de of thoſe whom I loved has fol- 
me to other climes; 1 will ever 
der them. I carry them, I feel 
more lively in my heart. By day 
I ſee them, by night converſe 


ith chem: Dear ideas, delicious illu- 


of a feeling mind, which vaniſh 
I wake, and which only wound me 


There is then no more happineſs for 
ie ! Lam dead to every thing upon earth, 
id I have no hope of reſting in peace 


under the tranquil tomb. I live 
but 
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but to exckim: Heavens! when _ 
fall my laſt day gild the horizon? 
When hall I behold the torch of life 
grow pale? When ſhall I diſappear like 
a thade or fall under the firhe of Death 
like z flower nipped br the north-wind ? 
In expeRtation of this end to my mis- 
fortune. O friendly Tomb! I will bence- 
forth have no other defire, no other re-. 
miffion from woe, but to come under tha... 
gloomy thade, to feaſt on grief, to re- 
pemt to you my ſufferings, and to ſpeak 
of them continually—ro you who have 
cauſed them all. x 
how differem it makes us from what we at ni 
were! In the morning of my life, Ile b. 
could not bear to behold a Tomb, t 
fight 


My 
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ſight of a dying perſon made me ſhud- 
when Y ger with horror. Did I ſee a burial? I 
ron? trembled, I turned afide my eyes and 
{ Vie Y fied rapidly, crying like a child, who, 
r like Yfceing 2 hideous viper come forth from 
death Yike cavity of a rock, runs away frozen 
ind? Nich fear. 

n- ain remember it: I trembled when 
ence-Yairkneks reigned around, and the brazen 
er re- pen tolling affrighted the air with its 
r thu nelancholy ſound ; I thought that the 
o R-Byoice of Death itſelf affailed my ears. 
ipeak By whole frame ſhook, my weak ſpirits 
have ned me, and my blood flowed 
idly toward my palpitating heart. 
nd, Like a traveller who has loſt his way 
at Feat night in a vaſt foreſt; if on a ſudden 
ife, Tike hear the roaring of a torrent, whoſe 
8 fall, 
fight 
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ll, loudly repeated by the ethos, te. gin 
Goubles the horror which the gloomy Np; 
darkpeꝶ inſpires : motionleſs, be liſtens 1, 
w the noiſe; he grow pale with terror, tire 
wad his Hair Rands erect ; be haſtens his x 
Arps, thinking himſelf purſued, at one 
time by the genius of evil and by hideouffpe@ 
eee, & another by wolves y 1 
in the vallies. L 
Now um I have loſt all that 
te meafore of my calamiries, I will de t 
fernd without fear and without regret taſe1ye, 
the empire of the dead. The image rom 
Death can no longer affright me. Whathe, 
Qo1 fay? alas! 1 daily implore the Tomb. he- 
I call & wo my affiſtance. "Tis not Wo! 
Qreadfol, fo terrible a the vulgar im 
gine 


ing 
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„ gine : dis the aſylum of the unhappy, an 
oy Jobjet which the wiſe wiſh for, and the 
ſtent peaceable port after which the heart ſighs, 
error, tired by the tempeſts of life. 

ns his No, I dread Death no more ; and why 
* ON Bhould I fear it, if piety, if filial render- 
| , if conſtant friendſhip have inflamed 
y foul ? 

Let thoſe tremble at the ſight of Death, 
Who have had the impudent audacity to 
& the Supreme Being, and to brave 
is thunder : let them abandon them- 
Ives to deſpair, and at the verge of the 
Womb, pouring out blaſphemies, let 
invoke annihilation. But I who 
heve in the immortality of the ſoul ; I, 
Sho have always religiouſly foſtered in 
mind this thought ſo ſoothing to an 
R unhappy 


I. 
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unhappy foul; who have alwars cheriſt 
R as a boon from the all-bounnifol 


mor to thoſe — 


whom they loved mod, I will foon 
ww a more happy country, to meet th 
dear obyeRts of my love. 


Yes, 1 will go and recunite myſelf fe 


ever to the fublime ſouls, in thoſe hap 
and tranquil, doth not lament thoſe 
ſeparations which aict it here k 


implanted in my breaſt, encourage: 
in the painful pilgrimage of life, a 
will crown the happineſs of my | 
moments. 

Ye verdant ficlds, ye enchanting hill 
whom 1 uaverte lo often, remember eve 


This ſoothing hope which heaven hat 
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more my regret. Lovely fountain, bor- 
dered with flowery ſhrubs, that drink thy 
pure waters, may you preſerve on your 
banks, when I ſhall be no more, the 
trace of my ſteps. Lofty trees, remind 
thoſe who ſhall come under thy ſhade of 
my mis ſortunes. 

May the friendly hand that ſhall cloſe 
my cy cs, ſuſpend to the branches of the 
young beech which I planted, my melo- 
dious lute—depoſe my aſhes under that 
tree, and engrave on its bark theſe 
words: 

« You who come to mule in this re- 


* mote valley, ſympathetic beings ! ſtop 
« before this Tomb and bathe it with 


% your tears. Alas! he that it contains 
% Led 
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and 
tenderly bis parents 
. —— 
—— that, and died 
= open 
them, be languiſhed 
0 * 
= griet. 
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